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Martini by Robert Killian
Once again, Purvis struggled into his white dinner
jacket. He only glanced at the mirror this time,
since he knew he would look the same as the
night before and the nights before that. Having
second thoughts, he checked his hair (greying at
the temples, good), stared dynamically at the
image, and cleared his throat purposefully. He
turned to a profile, cocked his good eye at himself,
and nodded slowly, approving the dynamic set of
his shoulders, the ramrod straightness of his posture, and the youthful lines of his abdomen, which

he sucked in with considerable effort.
Purvis’ thick neck was perspiring, so he
splashed two handfuls of cologne under his ears,
and stalked dynamically onto the poopdeck.
Smitty squinted at the mirror on the other
side of the bar, wistfully searching his shiny head
for new developments. He had to lean over to see
between the bottles, but it was futile; the mirror
was too far away.
His second manhattan arrived. Making
certain that no one was looking, he leaned over
his drink to stare at the reflection. Imperceptibly
he twisted his head, looking out of the corner of
his eye. Nothing. He brought his face closer to the
glass. Nothing. As he turned his head to check

his temples, he was startled to see someone sitting
next to him, observing his gyrations curiously.
Startled, he sat up and composed himself.
To make up for that defeat, he decided to
give up smoking for the evening. The effort of abstaining would distract him and make him feel
cheerful once again. He congratulated himself,
lit a cigarette, and whistled through his teeth.
Purvis was dynamic. That was what Purvis

liked most about himself. He liked people who
were dynamic (as opposed to those who were
pushy, or aggressive, whom he disliked), and, he
had to admit, he was the most dynamic person he

smiled slowly.
“Yes. They do eat that, don’t they?”

knew. When he lost his right eye in ’59, he feared
he would not look his usual dynamic self, but
the glass eye proved a boon beyond his fondest

the time. Yessir. Cabbage soup. All the time.”
She spooned the last of her alexander
into her mouth. “I really must be going, Mis-

dreams. He could aim it at someone with whom
he was conversing, train an unblinking, steady
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(and dynamic) gaze without peer.
He had lost his eye when a power mower
he was pushing vengefully hurled a small stone
back at him. If anyone ever asked, Purvis was
planning to say it was a skiing accident in Switzerland.
The eye was fastened on the tired traveling-with-her-mother type next to him at the bar.
Purvis judged her to be in her late forties and
turned on the old charm.
“First trip?’ he asked.
“Yes, it is,’ she replied in a sturdy bari-

tone.
“My name is Purvis. | sell plumbing fix-

“Well, of course they do,’”’ snapped Pur-

vis, irritated. ““That’s the point of it. They eat it all

“Purvis.”
“Mister Purvis. My mother—time to take
her pills.”
“| don’t believe | caught your name,
Miss —?”
“Yes. Well, nice to have met you.’’ She
smiled weakly and withdrew.
Purvis ordered another drink and laughed
at the good jokes printed on the cocktail napkin.
Purvis liked good jokes on cocktail napkins.
Smitty was enamored of his reflection.
He could not pass a mirror without glancing at it,
and even when walking down a street he would
catch glimpses of himself in car windows or on
the sides of the shinier models. He once gazed at

tures. You know—toilets and things.”

a store window for a full minute, pretending to

“Yes,’”’ she replied, somewhat at a loss.
Purvis was taken aback by her failure to
respond to one of his best jokes. The old charm
was obviously not working. He wrapped his pudgy
fingers around his drink and swirled it in his most
Suave manner.
“I’ve been across, as we say, many, many

watch the display before he saw a curious window
dresser staring back at him.
He had been bantering with the bartender,
until a fat little man at the other end of the bar
yelled for a martini. When the bartender left, Smitty
quickly leaned forward and glanced down at his

times. I've been to every country in Europe.”
“Yes,” she said. “My goodness, every
country.”
“Every country. Except the commy ones.”
Purvis paused for effect. “Il don’t like cabbage
soup.”
He laughed heartily at his little joke. She

drink, then straightened up before anyone could
see.
A good salesman must either know his
stuff or be able to fake it so that no one will ever
know the difference. Purvis was a good salesman: he prided himself on his ability to converse
on any topic, faking whatever he didn’t know.
Thus, when the man next to him began talking

baseball, Purvis decided to show off his expertise.
Relying on his baseball experience as a child and

vis tapped his temple with a stubby index finger.
“Always know what time it is.”

his faithful photographic memory, he launched into
a lengthy dissertation on why he believed Arnold

“What time is it?”
“Dunno. Clock’s way over there. Other
side of the bar.”

Palmer to be a better infielder than Floyd Patterson.

“Whatcha drinkin’? I'll buy.”

After the man’s sudden departure, Purvis
congratulated himself on a superb job of fakery,
and ordered another martini.
Purvis staggered to the other end of the
bar and extended his hand to Smitty, who was
staring vacantly at the large porthole across the
room. Purvis spoke deliberately, trying not to slur
his words.
“| notice we're the only two left at the
bar, so | thought we should sit together at the bar
since we're the only two left and we should sit
together. At the bar. My name is Purvis.”
“Smith. My friends call me Smitty.”’
“Toilet bowls.”
“Hmmm?”
“Toilet bowls. | sell "em. Name’s Purvis.”’
“My name’s Smith. Purvis—Purvis—You
English?”
“Naw. Good ol’ U.S.A. Oklahoma City.
Good ol’ U.S.A. I’m not English.”
“That's funny. Purvis sounds English.”
“Nope. Good ol’ U.S.A. Finest country in

“Martini.”
Purvis had built quite a little mountain
of olives on his napkin. But his resistance was
lowered, and his appetite sharpened, so he ate
them all.

the whole damn world.”
“Right. Cheers.”’

to the deck.
Purvis hurled the uncorked vermouth bot-

Smitty’s curiosity got the best of him.
“Why bother saving them if you’re just going to
eat them?”

“Huh?”
“The olives. Why save them?’
Purvis was stopped by this one. He decided to be subtle. “Wilt Chamberlain is the greatest quarterback the Yankees ever had,” he declared dynamically.
“But why save the olives?”
Purvis mused and pondered, wrinkling
his forehead with concentration. He was motion-

less for a full five seconds. ‘“‘Aha!’’ He fished the
olive from his current drink and carefully wrapped
it in a napkin. “Follow me,” he instructed.
They wobbled to Purvis’ cabin, where
they collected a bottle of vermouth, then staggered

“How long you been here, Smitty?”

tle over the rail. “Observe,” he said to the bald

“U.S.A.2”

figure wavering behind him.

“Naw—this bar here.”

From the pocket of his white dinner
jacket, he removed the olive, carefully replacing
the napkin in his pocket. The olive, too, he threw
overboard.
“Smitty, my friend, this is the world's
biggest martini. Think and reflect upon that.”

“Couple hours. Not long.”
“Me neither. Where'd everybody go?”
“Dunno. What time is it?”
“Dunno. Never carry a watch. Don’t need
a watch. Marvelous sense of time—up here.”’ Pur-

the greatest damn martini-maker in the whole martini-making world.”

tini again.
Purvis decided that he should drink it.
“! should drink it,’’ said Purvis.
Smitty thought that was a smashing idea.
“Smashing idea,” said Smitty.
“After all,” said Purvis, being reasonable,
“it's only reasonable. If | am the greatest, smashingest martini-maker in the whole world, then |

Smitty braced his bald head against the
bottom of the rail. “l feel very much likea flying

-whole world.”

Smitty (who by this time had slipped to
his knees) followed Purvis’ sweeping gesture
and contemplated the moonlight sparkling upon
the martini. He nodded slowly, gravely. “By far.”

The full impact of his handiwork was just
coming upon Purvis. “This must make me about

buttress. A trifle misplaced, perhaps, but a flying
buttress nonetheless. I’ve never been a flying buttress before. You really ought to try it, Purvis. Have
you ever beena flying buttress, Purvis?”
“The greatest damn martini-maker in the
whole world.”
Smitty swiveled his head to survey the
martini once more.

“| think I’m going to be ill,” said Purvis.
“It may well be the biggest martini, but
who's going to drink it?”
Gloom came over Purvis. “I think I'm going to be ill,” he said.
They both sat on the deck pondering the

must be the smashingest martini-drinker in the
He struggled to climb over the rail. He
didn’t make it, but all of his supper, most of his
lunch, anda trifle of his breakfast did.
“Don't,” Smitty cautioned, ‘bruise the
gin.”
Purvis cocked his glass eye at Smitty and
gazed, darkly. “Advice, advice. What | need is a
good push.”
He flung his pudgy body at the rail again.
Grunting, he managed to make it half-way. He

was balanced neatly on the rail, his fat arms swing-

‘What on earth are you two doing there?” asked
the openmouthed bridegroom. His bride giggled.
Purvis looked at Smitty. Smitty returned
the stare. After a moment or so, Smitty raised his
right index finger in triumph and explained, ‘‘Facing east. We’re bloody infidels, you know.”

ing wildly high over the martini, his ponderous
rear extending over the deck.
Smitty was delighted. “I’m a flying buttress!” he cried, and hurled himself hands-first
at the doubled form of his companion.
His healthy shove did not put Purvis over
the rail, but it did knock the wind out of him. He
staggered around the deck, gasping and coughing, a condition which appealed to Smitty, who
sat on the deck, giggling and clapping his hands.

“Must face east every day.” Purvis added,

The giggling infuriated the wounded martini-maker,

martini. A couple of honeymooners passed by.

“or north.”
“Oh,”

replied the. embarrassed young

man, as he and his bride disappeared into the
night.
“| think I’m going to be ill,’’ said Purvis,
as they struggled to their knees to view the mar-

who kicked Smitty soundly. This too was funny to
Smitty, who redoubled his giggling.

After Purvis had kicked Smitty senseless,
he glared down at him with his cloudy glass eye.
“Drunk. Damn drunk,” he said and vaulted (dynamically) over the rail into the martini.

Mike Strouth

The Family by Charles Gibson

words shot him; he fumbled with them.

Thomas Helm worried as his car snailed along in
the heavy afternoon traffic that was stuck in sun
glue all along the boulevard. ‘‘This heat’s got me,”
he sighed aloud, consciously trying to shift his
thoughts. He pushed his bothersome glasses up
on his slippery nose and scratched his scalp. As
he stopped he peered at his face in the mirror—a
grilled cheese sandwich, he though, porous,
greasy, like the ones Billy made.
He accelerated, but the car in front of him
jerked to a sudden stop, and he was forced to jolt
on his brakes again. The cars crept around him like
pallbearers, and the day’s corpse lay upon him with
dead weight. Dinah had called again; once more
he had had to leave the office hastily. Now he
would have to go in early to prepare for tomorrow’s
meeting. The starched collar wattled the skin on
his neck, perspiration rolled down his cheeks, and
rolls of dirt came off his throat under the pressure
of his fingertips. He turned off the boulevard into

York...tomorrow... parents... Boston.” He felt
like the Statue of Stupidity standing there with his
coat and paper rumpled together in his arms.
There was a deadly silence; they all were listening.
He looked at the boy for speech, but it was not
forthcoming. The boy seemed to feel a worried
look was appropriate; he had eyes like cheap blue
spangles. He was not quite confident enough to
employ the sheepish grin that threatened to push
its way free from inside his features. The boy was
tall, thin, and awkward. He wore a dark subdued
sport coat and a yellow shirt open at the collar. His
black hair was eye-catching. If he smiles I'll knock
him down, Tom thought, and he was swept by a
powerful urge to erupt once, finally. This was his
son-in-law; he looked sallow and simple. Even so,
Tom felt at a deficit; the boy was at least neat while
he himself was sweaty and in shirt sleeves. He
couldn’t put his jacket on; he wasn’t wearing his
tie. He should have thought. He laid his coat and
tie and paper on a chair. Suddenly he was arrested

Milly was speaking. ‘...going to New

Planter’s Lane.

by the red print dress Milly wore: the situation

There was an unfamiliar blue car outside
the house; he pulled up behind it and parked. Collecting his jacket, his tie, and his newspaper, he
struggled out of the car. A furnace, he thought. He
ignored Bernardin trimming the hedge next door,
felt a stab of shame for the condition of his own
yard, and entered the house.

struck him. He suddenly wanted to shock them,
to say something shattering. “When did it happen?” he asked instead.
“This afternoon,” Milly replied.
Annul it, he thought, we could annul it.
No, what business of theirs to do that? What was
he thinking? Just.because of her, that would be

It was heavy in the living room; Dinah and

what she would want. A new thought slithered from

Milly were sitting in semi-darkness with a tall
wavering boy; the boy stood up. Tom felt like an

intruder. “It's like a furnace out there,” he remarked.
Milly spoke: “This is Jud.”

“Milly's married!’

Dinah

blurted. The

the red rocks. “Did you have to?” he mumbled.
“What?” Milly asked.

“Did you have to?’ he snapped.
“No.”
“Thomas!” Dinah whined. “We aren't getting anywhere this way.”

He thought an obscenity.
Milly took a hesitant step forward. ‘I'll
get my things,” she said, and ran up the stairs.
What could he do! Should he try to stop
her? The boy, obviously seeing it in others’ eyes
clearly for the first time, looked as though now
alone he realized the enormity of his deed; the cur-

tains of love were rent; his bravado was naked,
and frail. His hand fumbled at his open collar. Tom
certainly wasn’t about to say anything comforting.
Finally the boy spoke hollowly, “We
should be all right financially. I've worked as a
waiter this summer, and | have two salaries saved.
ll work part time.”” He seemed to gain strength
as he spoke. “So we should be all right—I hope.”
He allowed himself a partial smile. ‘““We’re taking
an apartment out at school when the semester
Starts. It’s a pretty nice place—we were pretty
lucky. Of course, it....”
“Daddy,” Milly called from the head of
the stairs.
“Yes,’”’ he answered.
“Can | see you?”
He looked at Dinah; she looked from the
boy to him, judging both of them. “‘l’ll be right
back,’ he said and escaped up the stairs.
Milly was in the hall, and she came to
him and whispered, “I love him, Daddy. | love him
terribly much. Everything is special when I’m with

him.”
He felt awkward there in the hall; he was

embarrassed, and he couldn't share her mood.
Could they hear downstairs? He wanted to silence
her. ‘‘Here,’’ he led her into the bedroom.

“We have special things that belong to
us,’ she glowed, and again he was very aware of
her body, white and fatted under the cloth. She’s

a virgin, he thought, and was moved by the mo-

ment. “Little things like laughing ‘til our sides
ache. How many people elope like we did?” Then,
as though afraid of offending him, she became
more deliberate. “I’m happy. I’m so happy.” He
must have been frowning. “‘Can’t you see?” she in-

sisted. ‘We have such a chance; we can be so
much.”’
“How much is’ between you?” he
snapped. “Three hours?’ He was angry; innocence was about to be raped. ‘Just remember
to compromise!” he said bitterly. “You have to
give up a great deal more than you realize, put
up with a lot you won't like. You’re looking through
rose-colored glasses.’ He had said too much, and
his words had been clumsy and ineffective; he
knew she couldn't feel what he wanted her to.
“No, I’m not. Why are you talking like this,
Father?”

He had never talked to her like this before.
“It’s just that you’re going into this so blindly. |
don’t want you to get hurt when the honeymoon is
over. It doesn’t last, you know.” He felt somehow
guilty, as though he had betrayed something. Still
she had gremlins in her eyes. So she thought he
just didn’t know; she would find out soon enough.
‘We'd better go downstairs,” he said. She kissed
him on the cheek, and he almost felt she pitied
him. He hated that. She took her bag; he let her.
She was on her own now.

They were talking in the living room: cool,
vanguard words, around what was on their minds.

ance. | don’t want a nine-to-five job,” he stated
flatly, flagging a red banner of confidence in
Dinah’s eyes. A nine-to-five job; cocky wetsmack,
he could do worse. And probably would. “] guess
we should get started,” the boy suggested.

“Yes.
He shook hands with the boy; the kid had
a firm grip. Tom almost felt like crying. Dinah was
cool and challenging, rational. “I’ve warned you,”
she told Milly. ‘“‘Do you know what you’re doing?”
Her tone implied that Milly obviously did not. “‘l
hope you'll be very happy,” she blurted, and tears
deranged her eyes; she and Milly clung to each
other. “Why did you do this to me?”
“I'll take good care of her. | promise,”
the boy said uncertainly, and he took Milly’s hand,
submitted gingerly to Dinah’s rigid embrace,
grasped the suitcase, and led Milly slowly down
the steps as though not to break the tenuous contact with them on the porch. He put the suitcase
in the back of the car and shut Milly in with nervous
control. Then he got into the car, Milly blew a kiss,
the car began to move away, and finally the contact
snapped.

under that you’re nothing.” There were bubbles
on her lips.

What was she? Nothing. “God damn you!
You stink,” he spat. “You talk about me!’ What
was she? “You're a disgraceful mother.’ He
wanted to smash her. “I’m not proud of anything
about you anymore. Don’t you have any self-respect?”
“Don’t you have any self-respect?” Her
words carried greater scorn.
‘You're not going to goad me into socking you.”
“tT have self-respect. You've always been
an also-ran.”
“Get up to your room.” He pushed her.
“Bastard!”
He slapped her. She fell back clumsily,
and her hands shot up to her face; mucous ran on
her fingers. ‘““You hit me!’ her body shuddered in

huge sobs. ‘You hit me.” She climbed the stairs
weeping and trembling.
He was alone as the door crashed upstairs. It wasn’t his fault. If things had been different: if only he hadn’t got his start at the store

through her. If Billy hadn’t been born. Billy had
They entered the house; they were alone
now, Dinah and he. He put his arm around her,

but she brushed it off. “Leave me alone, don't
touch me! You’re so cheap, you wouldn't even give

been the key. If she hadn’t had to quit work then;
but a buyer, no matter how valuable, just couldn't
take that much time off—two pregnancies in three
years. If only they hadn’t ignored safety in haste,

them money.” He hadn't thought; it had all hap-

but he couldn't have done it alone. The store

“What do you think you'll do after you get

pened so fast. ‘‘They’re just starting out, and you’re
too selfish to give them any help. Your own daugh-

out of school?” Dinah attacked as Tom and Milly

ter—’’ Dinah was a master with cliches; she could

entered.

rebarb them. “You never take me out, and you
won't even givea little money to your own daughter

wouldn't let her work for an opposing firm. The
hysterectomy... the stroke....Now she couldn't
live without her rut of suffering. Career Woman.
He went to the kitchen, and her word returned,
‘“‘bastard.’’ He wanted to smash something, smash

lided with the question.

when she gets married. You're stingy!’ Her tone

her, have her begging.

“| plan to teach,” the boy interrupted
quickly. He paused in thought. “I! don’t really want
anything like my father’s business—he’s in insur-

changed and became sharper. ‘‘And where did
you get your money?’ she demanded. ‘‘From the
job | got for you. You’re what | made of you, and

It was Melvenna’s night off, and he
couldn't go out now. He cracked eggs into a pan,

“He’s going to write.’ Milly’s answer col-

and as they popped he spooned out instant coffee
and put water on to boil. He turned off the eggs;
he didn’t want them. He threw them into the bowl.
He took the coffee into the living room and sat
down into motionlessness. He could leave. No! He

of defiant exhaust; he tried to hold the moment,
studying the controlled sibilants of his breathing.
His veins felt like taut wires along his collar; one
kicked in his throat. He felt weak. Damn her. Damn
her to hell! Oh, the bastardly bitch!
The mail lay on the table; he went to it.
There was a postcard with the dull, aged colors
of a lake scene. He turned it over; it had Billy’s
neat printing on it: “Dear Dad, The weather is nice
here. We saw a very good show the other night. It
was ‘Last Train from Gun Hill’ with Kirk Douglas.
We have been doinga lot of hiking and last night
we had a night swim. The water was really cold.

Her trauma seemed over; he didn’t want
to fight any more, either; he needed to rest. “All
right,’ he said, and went out to the kitchen where
he repeated his earlier procedure, adding buttered
toast. He was still on edge, but maybe now they
could have some peace. They had both been
wrong. When he re-entered the living room Dinah
was sitting on the sofa.
“What were you doing?” she demanded.
“If you can’t even think of me when|feel this
way—|I don’t want them.” He stopped and looked
at her—bewilderment blurred his vision. ‘“‘No one
appreciates me,’’ she said absently. “What good
am |? My life is empty; I’m a business woman,
and | stepped aside for you.”’
Stop, stop it! ‘Eat your eggs,” he coaxed.
“| don’t want them,” she said and turned

Getting paid good money as a counselor
—independent, aloof—and he wanted money. That
just showed. Tom felt sick to his stomach. A wife
who was a Curse, a son who was selfish, and a
daughter. .. . Milly's words suddenly reclaimed his
mind: “I’m so happy. We have special things that
belong to us.’’ He saw her face and heard her
voice. He got up and slipped upstairs and went to
Milly’s room. How long did it take for his idealism
to burn, to be completely cremated? He noticed
a brassiere that had been dropped in flight and lay
on the floor like a symbol; he folded it. He opened
her chest of drawers: it was empty. Neither her
chest nor her drawers would be empty tonight.
He sniffed, mirthlessly, at his cleverness. He

tom. It was like finding a forgotten childhood possession. For twenty years he hadn’t read anything
other than an occasional mystery. He began to
read: “In my younger and more vulnerable years
my father gave me some advice that I’ve been
turning over in my mind ever since.
“Whenever you feel like criticizing any
one,’ he told me, ‘just remember that all the people
in this world haven’t had the advantages that
you've had.’ ’”’ Useless words.
Milly. Milly. Milly. “| love him so much... .”
His own honeymoon had been good, sanguine;
she had made it concretely sanguine. He laughed.
She had dressed in his clothes, and he had tried
to recapture them. Awkward, then good, now dead.
Dinah, what happened? It was as though that first
week he had somehow cauterized her and could
never go any deeper. Love can be complete, he
thought; but when it is, it is finished.
He lit a cigarette and blew a scroll of
smoke. He wanted a drink, but they had finishd the
last of the liquor the other night. The novel still lay
in his lap. Why should he read a novel? What for?
To improve himself? He put the book back in
place, rending the dust jacket. He went out into
the hall. The floor betrayed him.
“Thomas,” Dinah whined. Let her call.
“Thomas?” Her voice was not as insistent this
time; it was more plaintive. He opened the door
and went into the bedroom. She lay there under
the covers; stray wisps of hair made her seem

and weaved up the stairs; again the door crashed.
Oh, the bitch, the incorrigible bitch! He grabbed

sat down and looked through her bookcase:
Lady Chatterley’s Lover. Did she read that? His

moist and smudgy against the pillow case. “Come
to bed with me,” she said huskily.

the newspaper and hurled it against the wall, and
it unfolded and scattered. Saint Bitch, with her

mind stopped; he was unable to comprehend completely this new daughter of his. He took the book

offended virtue. Furious, he paced the room. He

out and hurried about it recognizing his own sala-

stopped and sat down on the edge of the radiator
cover; his breath left his nostrils in rhythmic rushes

ciousness. He was done with it, replaced it, and
chose another book: F. Scott Fitzgerald, a phan-

No, he wouldn’t, not this time “Go to
sleep,’’ he said; ‘I’m tired.’’ Why did he have to
add that? He suddenly wanted to say more, something harsh, but he fell silent.
“Please,” she moaned. He walked out of

wouldn’t leave, not like the last time. He wouldn’t
give her the house.
“Thomas,” she called. “Thomas.”

His mind dug hard for decision. “What?”
“| need something to eat.”
He grasped for some answer. He couldn't
control what was happening. “Eggs?” he asked.
Let her refuse.

She didn’t. “Yes.”

We won best cabin of the week. Please send some
money for haircuts, etc.” It was signed simply,

See

the bedroom into the bathroom. He lost a deep
sigh and leaned on the sink and looked into the
mirror. He used to have such a nice head of thick
brown hair. He should get a hair piece. But they
would all know. His badgered nose was so awfully
misshapen; he had also once considered having

that fixed. Oh! He struck the sink. The flesh under
his eyes was in folds; he was an old man, a desolate old man. He struck his hands together with a
whimper. Could he ever be handsome again? His
eyes were the only part of his face left alive, and
they were more liquid than usual. A dying gray

man.
He slept too much; he had to exercise
more. He had to! He saw the whimper in his eyes,
not soft and sad, but harsh and bitter. What had
she done to him? What had he given to her? He
opened the medicine chest and stood for long
seconds staring at a bottle of aspirins; there were
only two tablets left. It would take one or two
bottles. Would anyone ever care? He’d be a grandfather some day, and Milly’s children wouldn't
know him. His grandfathers were nonentities to
him. What difference? Milly and the boy wouldn't
have time to mourn for long; they had too much
else now. Dinah would care, but what good would
that do? It would only give her more refuse for
her martyrdom. The news of his death certainly
wouldn't attain any depth of feeling at the office;
it would only give them something to talk about, to

wafer moon in the night wine. There was suddenly
something vast outside the window. He was struck
by the moment when the life under him would dissolve and he would be hurtled, devoured, bya fall
into his own mind, every scar of it lurid to him.
Trying to go back to life, to do what must be done,
he would be unable to.
If only Dinah had an interest. If only she
cooked or washed clothes. Who would do the
washing now that Milly was gone? Even if she only
watched television. If she had some kind of interest. She was the finest woman he had ever
known when he married her. Now she spent all day
in their rumpled bed, and went days without food,
and humiliated him by mincing out of restaurants
before their meal had been brought. He couldn't
do anything with her. Her nasty words. The other

Crashing noise punctuated by splitting cymbals, a
bouncing press of warm breath and bodies, tainted
and damp, assaulted him. He found a crevice in
the muggy flesh and squeezed through and ordered a drink. There was a crush of youth there,
but it was oblivious to him. The scene was a frenzy:

the youthful musicians bucking on the small
stage, a saxophone howling and yelping, a small
trim drummer flicking his sticks as perspiration

streaked his cool cheeks. Voices roared in conversation and song. The crowd pushed forward,
hedonistic:
Gods and goddesses: sex and brawn and
beauty. Possessive and possessed. Ice cold per-

fection. Meticulously careless. Glittering and

had said that his hair, and his shirts, and he,
smelled. They all smelled. Oh, the bitch! She
shouldn’t have said that; why did she have to say
that?
He’d be free only when she died. He
would be free, but alone. He needed someone.
The moth of desire fluttered along his loins. He
needed someone, but who? The checker at the
supermarket, the one called Vera. He repeated the
name and saw her: Vera in her school uniform;
Vera with long, blond, soft ropy hair; Vera with

sharp. Short fused. They were magnificent!
It was a battle to move, to keep control
when bumped and pushed. Struggling to get past.
A glass shattered somewhere.
The great handsome, pretty, exciting
youths in the spotlight. They could do anything.
Johnny Saint and his Devils.
Explosion! Musicians bucking. Drums
machine-gunning. Cymbals—raucous, rapid—
Ching! Ching! Saxaphone—barking, wailing,
shrieking. “All night long! all night long! all night
long!” the children howled.
Get her drunk. A girl with a sodden,
puppydog face being lied to by an anxious boy in

disparage him for. He would receive a colorless

the delicious prick of light at her throat, the delicate silver cross. He felt desperate, thrilling want.

rut across the bar.
Uncontrollable rhythm. Thrashing hips.

notice in the newspaper. It was awful for a man to
find out how useless he really was. He almost

If not Vera, the girl at the shore, the dark
haired one with the deep eyes and red mouth. He

Chugging, swaying, twisting. Yellow bosoms, orange backsides. Striking bottoms. Bright flowers

knocked over the cup of used razor blades on the

had seen her two weeks ago; he thought of going

wilting in the breathless, ear-splitting heat. The

shelf; he would have to throw them away. What
had he done with his life?

back, tonight. It came back: Dinah had been tired,
and he had left her asleep in the motel and had

faces: glowing, hot, half-lidded, listening, aroused,
blind, alive.
Boys leaving with girls who weren't pretty.
Raw sex. So much pure felt love.
Saint had sweat in his eyes. Hot as hell.

He had been young once, as Milly was
now. He switched off the light and went to the
window and looked out at the sky: there was a

night she had called himafilthy, dirty mess. She

gone out for a drink.
He had heard the rumpus of the place and
gone in. It was seething with heat, racket, and life.

Smoke. Howl of sax. Clash-clash-clash drummer.
Smooth pursed lips. Cool. Sax leader with Italian
curl dipped in oil and frying in the night. Smooth
guitar. All bucking. “Chiwawa,” “Kansas City.”
Loud rhythm. ‘‘Shake-a-hand.” “Charlie Brown—
he’s a clown,” “Hi-yo Silver.”
Rhythm in the feet, up the legs, in the
hips, between... going. Bang! The drummer
dropped his stick.

A small girl piling her hair up, a tigerish
look on her face, weaving closer and closer to her
hunter, the tip of her tongue squirming between
her teeth like a small pink animal.
He was painfully envious. He could feel
the lack of regard for him; he was bumped and
ignored. He was lonely, insignificant: old. White,

tened and were interested. Her eyes were tremendous. But her boy friend had returned and stolen
her, leaving him with nothing. Her skirt had rustled
against his leg as she passed. He remembered:
the deep, wide, glass eyes, the trim belly, the unsaddled breasts, the unsteady walk; ready.
He ran his hand nervously back and forth
along his calf, remembering. There was no vicarious pleasure for him, only torture. The music crying in his ears and his want growing and growing
—he couldn’t bear it! His head had spun. He too
had gone up behinda girl but had frozen inches
from his target: the calm, unsuspecting eye of his
storm. He had stumbled out of the place. He had
returned to the motel; Dinah had awakened and
suffered the violent consequences of his humiliation.
“| want you, Vera!” he cried. Why couldn't
he get what he wanted? ‘Look at it objectively,”
he said aloud. “Why not?” All he had to do was
forget all restraints; just decide to do something
and do it. What could possibly stop him? It was too
late to talk to Dinah. He couldn't tell her how he
felt; he never could. He had to pretend that he was
different than he was, and a part of him had become hidden and hard. He had to hide things. The
real Tom Helm would be ugly but also worthy.
When we bare our bodies why can’t we bare our
minds? A naked mind would be as ugly, and beautiful, as a naked body. He couldn’t have real peace
until she could take what he said and not use it
against him, until he could feel trust.

padded around to the foot of the bed and once
again looked down at her husband. The light of the
moon slipped through the window and laid the
shadow of its crossframe on her back.
Suddenly her glance flew with savage
purpose about the room. It went past the bedside
table, over the bed, then stopped and cautiously

like brittle paper, he was burning up amid the red
skins.

He was out of focus; he was a shadow.
He was meaningless. There came a time when

returned to the table. Carefully, ever so softly, she
eased over to the table, reached out, and shut off

one’s self was not enough. He wanted to love an-

the alarm. The luminous face glowed, a party to

He drank and listened and studied.
“What happened to you?”
“I’ve finally got this girl in a car, see. And
what happens? The son-of-a-bitch that owns the
thing comes along and she finds out it’s not mine.
Of all the rotten luck.”
A boy behind a pair of flagging hips with
simple glee on his face: ‘“You see why,” he mouths
to his buddy.
A girl standing. A boy comes away from her
laughing. His friends howl. She looks as though
nothing has happened, but her face is ice. She
sits down with intent interest in her friend’s conversation; what else could she do? Smart punks!
Thomas Helm too felt helpless. He wished he never

had a daughter.

A girl came to him, to him. She gave him
a bottle of beer and asked him to please, take it;
she didn’t want any more. She had been relieved,
and his mind had whirled with hope. He had
backed off and searched for words; her eyes lis-

cooling now. He looked out at the world. The cross
of the weather cock spun slowly, certainly, back
and forth, atop the house across the street. The
hatred in him had ebbed. He felt peaceful; he could
sleep. He turned on the light, opened the cabinet
again, took the bottie out, opened it carefully, put
the two pills in his mouth, drank water, and swallowed them down. Then he replaced the bottle.
He opened the door; a soiled slip swished like a
ghost on the back of it. He used to bury his face
in her slips and nightgowns for her fragrance. He
remembered he had loved the edged scents as
well.
He went back into the bedroom; Dinah
looked like a troubled child, asleep. He felt a tinge
of uncertain feeling. Maybe it wasn’t too late after
all. He undressed and set the alarm carefully; there
was the meeting in the morning. He entered the
bed gingerly so as not to wake her and eased into
a peaceful position. He would be all right, he would
be all right. Things would work out.
Tom Helm settled into sleep; his breathing thickened and rattled. Dinah Helm sat upright
in bed and turned to look on him; he did not stir.

She lifted the covers and slipped out of bed. She

other, and loving was knowing. Whom could he

betrayal, under her hand. She circled back to her

know? Whom could he reach? He wanted to care
again.
The moon was paling and the weather

side of the bed and entered it again. The campfires
of hate dwindled down, and burned more evenly
—and she slept.

The Nightmare by Robert Sullivan

Chuck got the idea. ‘‘Let’s have a nightmare,” he
said. We looked at him, wondering whether he

could be serious. He was, or at least he looked
as if he were, which in his case was the same
thing.

“You crazy or something, boy?” | said.
“A nightmare? Count me out. | came close a
couple of times, but no more. Not ever again.”’
“Aw, you’re chicken,” he said. ‘How about you,

Bill? Len?”
Bill looked at me and at Chuck and then
at Len and then at Chuck again. He rubbed his
stubble of beard uncertainly. “I—1 don’t know,
Chuck. It — it’s risky stuff. I've seen guys go into
nightmares.”’ He shuddered at the memory. “It’s
not pretty.”’
“Of course it’s not pretty.”
“Okay, look,’ Chuck said, and | could
see he was trying hard not to be exasperated,
“what can we lose? We’ve got our needles’’—he
patted the one at his belt—‘‘and if any one of us
is too far gone, one of the others can give him
the hypo.”’

The way he said it, it sounded pretty
reasonable. ‘I’m with you,” Len said.
“Okay,” Bill said, “I'll go along with it.”
“Me, too,” | said, without hesitating. |
didn't like it, but | had no choice. | would have

to give in, so | figured | might as well do it right
away so they wouldn’t think | was scared.
| was scared, though. Plenty. | remember
once | forgot my needle when | went out for a
walk. The whistle sounded for injection, and when
| reached down to my belt the needle wasn’t there.
| ran for home as fast as | could, but before | got
there the nightmare began. | felt cold and sick
to my stomach. The world around me started to
waver like a reflection in a muddy stream. It was

terrible.

ing to get a little fuzzy. How about you, Len? Any-

It would be terrible now, too, but | had thing?”
to stick it out.
“Okay, then,” Chuck said, consulting his
wristwatch, “here’s what we'll do. The injection
whistle’s gonna blow in about half an hour. We'll
go over by the woods so no one’ll see us and lie
down; you can take a nightmare a lot easier if
you're lying down. Then, when the whistle blows
we'll just stay there. We won’t do anything. We
won't even take the needles out of the holsters,
got that? We'll just sit there and have ourselves
a nightmare and see who can take it the longest.”
We nodded. | hoped | didn’t really look as
pale and scared as|felt. | didn’t think | would be
the one who could take it the longest, but | prayed
that | wouldn’t be the first to needle myself. Let
Bill or Len do it, | thought, it wouldn’t be so bad

if one of them cracked first.
We went over to the woods and sprawled
on the ground out of sight of anyone who might
pass by. It was a beautiful day. The trees were
blossoming with spring. The grass was green and
cool, and the air was fresh and clean. | wished |
didn’t have to go through with it. But | did have
to, and | forced the wish from my mind. Soon it
would be over, | told myself; it would be over and
done and in the past, and that would be that.
| must have dozed, because | awoke with
a start when the whistle blew.
Chuck looked at his wristwatch. ‘Right
on the button,” he said proudly. ‘‘We’ve got about
five minutes.”
All of us were pretty nervous. We sat

there, staring at one another. | found myself tearing a leaf into shreds. | discarded it, and then |
wished I'd kept it because | wanted to do something so | wouldn't have to think of what was going to happen.
“It should be starting now,’’ Chuck said.

“Yeah,” Bill breathed. ‘‘Things are start-

“No, not yet—Wait! Yes, it’s starting.”
| didn’t say anything. | couldn’t speak.
Around me, the world was beginning to come
apart at the seams. The needle! a voice cried inside me. No! | thought, fighting it.
| felt myself getting cold, shivering. My
stomach began tying itself in knots. Desperately, |

looked at the others. One of them had to do it
first. Needle yourself, | thought at Bill. Needle
yourself, | thought at Len. | looked at Chuck. He
was trembling. His face was distorted in pain. |
closed my eyes, balled my fists and struck at the
ground.

Someone screamed.
| forced my eyes open. It was Len. He
had staggered erect and was pawing frantically
at the hypo in his belt. Suddenly the pain seemed
more bearable. Len would be the first, | thought
unashamedly, and | the second. His hypo came
loose, flashing in the sunlight, and then it dropped
from his shaking hands into the grass somewhere.
He cried out in despair and dropped to all fours.
I'll help you, Len, | thought. But | couldn't
move. The world pressed down on me, knotting
my stomach, forcing the blood to pound in my
head. The air swirled in muddy currents. There
was the smell of burned wood and the odor of
decay. | forced myself to one knee.
The world was a nightmare. The earth
was a black, ugly thing now. The forest was a
graveyard of charred stumps. The buildings in the
distance were not buildings at all but skeletons

drug, spending forever in this nightmare. | jabbed
myself, and the liquid flowed warmly into my veins.
| dropped back on the ground to relax and wait.
The trembling stopped. The dark mists
parted before the warm rays of the sun. The air
became fresh again, the grass and trees green,
the buildings whole. | breathed and stood up.
Len was lying face down, unmoving, his
arms outstretched and his fingers extended to
within an inch of his shattered needle. Bill was
sitting beside a tree, an empty needle in one hand;
he was panting, eyes closed, unable to speak.
Chuck was screaming.
| pulled Chuck to his feet and hit him as
hard as | could. He lay still and moaned. | fumbled
at his needle holster, got the hypo out and steadily
shot the fluid into his arm. He relaxed, and after
a moment his eyes fluttered open. There was fear
there, then relief as he saw the world was good
again.
| went over to see how Len was.
‘| never want to go through that again,”
Bill said. He held his head in his hands and said
it over and over and over.
“| didn’t think it would be quite so bad,”
Chuck said, almost apologetically. “Everybody
okay?”
“Len’s dead,” | told him.
“No,” he moaned.

‘Look, Chuck,” I said. “You're bigger than
| am and older, but if you ever suggest something
like this again I’m going to beat you into a bloody
mess.”
Chuck looked at me, at my clenching

of buildings. | felt sick.
| turned to look at Chuck and Bill and

fists, and over at Len, and he knew | meant it. He
nodded slowly.

Len. They were hideous things, pale, scarred, disfigured horribly, grubs of humans. | vomited.
The needle! | thought frantically. | got
it out of the holster with a trembling hand, fearing
| might drop it at any moment and lose the precious

“C’mon then,” | said. ‘‘We’ve got to get
Len back home.”’
Together the three of us carried the body
into the city, through the world of tall trees, green
grass, fresh air, and shining buildings.

Concept
Industrial Design

our technological society. It’s his job to put beauty

back into these objects. He’s interested in producing works of art in quantity.
Then the industrial designer is concerned with

Harry Giambrone is an industrial designer. He’s
worked in the field for over ten years. He teaches

some of the subject at DAI. Just some of it; industrial design is too big, too sprawling a topic to
cover in one course.
Harry Giambrone is a nice guy. That’s
what his students say: he’s smart; he has his own
ideas; in the classroom he doesn’t stick to one
small corner of his subject; he talks a lot, and
what he says makes sense.
Exponent wanted to hear about industrial

design. Mr. Giambrone sounded like the man to
listen to.
To put it as badly as possible, Mr. Giambrone,
what is industrial design?
It’s easier to answer that question by defining the

industrial designer’s area of activity as an artist.
Okay, shoot.
| think a historical explanation works best here.
Before the industrial revolution, a man would
build a chair, say, by himself: design it and construct it himself. He was an artisan. Every piece

art in use?
I'd say so, yes. Take a building with a statue in
front of it, for instance. People look at this sculpture and they Say it’s art. They never consider the
building as an art work, but it has mass and displacement and form, just as any sculpture.
But you don’t mass produce buildings.
No, but automobiles you do. And there’s a certain
conflict here between industrial designers and the
fine arts people. The pottery and things we dig
up now, we call them art works, but they were

ordinary household items to their owners, meant
to be used. | think the future will judge our art in
terms of our everyday items, our kitchenware and
cars and so forth.
What about the pure artists, then
—the fellows
who paint pictures to hang on the wall and look
at? Surely they are no less artists than the industrial designers.
No, and no more, | think. There is a parallel here
with the scientist and engineer: the scientist does
basic research, and the engineer draws on this

he made was different, and beautiful if he was

to build new devices. So the fine artist is the basic

talented enough. But with the advent of mass pro-

researcher, and what he discovers the industrial
designer tries to apply. The fine artist is concerned
with expression as expression, the industrial designer with expression as function. This places a
great demand on the designer.

duction, the artisan was forgotten. The construction of this chair was done by machines, which
turned out hundreds of identically ugly objects.
You’re not saying something is ugly just because
there are a hundred copies of it, are you?

How do you mean?

doesn’t function, all the response in the world
won't compensate.

What do you mean by response?
I'll give you one of the best examples I’ve ever
come across. You've seen those sculptured IBM
typewriters? | once asked a secretary how she liked
her typewriter, and she said, “When | look at it, |
just want to put my hands on the keyboard.” This is
response. The designer’s problem is to preserve and
improve the function of the machine, and simultaneously to evoke this type of response in the people

who use the machine. This is where the aesthetic
problem originates.
Then the engineer is concerned with an object in
relation to its physical environment, and the de-

signer is concerned with the object as environment in relation to man.
Yes. It’s the object’s relationship to man that is
the subject of industrial design.
How would you go about designing for this response?
What we try to teach here is to attack the basic
problem, rather than the objects involved. The
objects, after all, are attempts at solving the problem. Rather than redesign a bus, for example,
figure out a new way of transporting large groups
of people from one point to another.
After you've decided the means for solving the physical aspects of the problem you tackle
the response angle. The key to this is considering the human beings involved: the machine has
to work, but people use it. This is the artistic section of the problem: evoking the response is an

Oh, no, not at all. But the people who designed

The designer has to reconcile mechanical validity

artistic problem. Designing silverware, for instance, may be ninety per cent aesthetics and ten

the machines designed the chairs too. These people were engineers and mechanics, not artists,
so the things they produced were not particularly
beautiful.
The industrial designer is the artisan of

with artistic validity. You can look at a painting
on the wall; fine. But the object the designer is
concerned with has to work, too. So the designer
needs a strong technical background besides a
well-developed aesthetic sense. If the object

per cent function.
Still, the function helps determine the
appearance of the object; the knife must fit the
human hand. We're limited by the human body,
much more subtly than we are by materials.
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Clancy by John E. Burke

was a little unusual but very likable. Clarence
“Clancy” Weintz was likable; he was, however,

more thana little unusual.
When the director of student housing at Marquette

University assigned me to a house at 1221 Highland Avenue, he told me that the student-perfect

Clancy was six feet tall and sturdily built.
His greying brown hair was clipped in crew-cut
fashion. Bushy eyebrows crowned the pale blue
eyes that beamed from his moonshaped face. His

lips were taut. Although born and raised in this
country, he spoke with a Polish accent.

With one gaudy exception, Army surplus
was the nucleus of his wardrobe. Khaki shirts,
fatigue pants, and combat boots were the uniform
of the day, every day, for Clancy. The lone exception was his jacket. It was lilac with wide yellow

stripes down the s!eeves.
His military dress was appropriate: the
rule of this major-demo, a 27-year-old combat veteran of the Korean War, was martial. Regimentation was the law of the house and each day saw
an inspection for violations. Those who breached
the rules received unpleasant duties as punish-

ment. Latrine duty he reserved for the truly obstinate.
Obedience he rewarded also in army
fashion. Promotion came in four degrees: Lumberjack, Fitzmertin, Fitzmertin with titled chair,
and Fitzmertin with titled desk.
Weird emblems accompanied each rank.
In his room Clancy had a huge, black trunk filled
with hundreds of snapshots of forlorn-looking people. When a promotion was decided to grant, he
would delve into the trunk and select at random

one of the pictures. Carefully, he would cut the
head from the photo and paste it on a well-worn
card. The person being honored received the card
as a sign of his advancement. Each step forward
commanded an additional nameless head. Chairs
and desks were titled by pictures affixed to them.
No one, except the owner, was permitted to use
that furniture.
Any transgression of the rules or any
caper with Clancy as the goat resulted in loss of
all rank and title. This was Clancy’s way of disgracing and dishonoring the offender.
A scholar once incurred Clancy’s wrath
and lost his rank merely for turning a picture face

to the wall. The subject of the portrait had been a
source of vigorous discussion between the Culprit
and Clancy. One fateful night the knave, befuddled
by the drink that made Milwaukee famous, decided
to give F.D.R. a close-up view of the wallpaper.
The insurrectionist was verbally chastised for his
un-American activities.

Three residents were broken in rank for the meal. Competitive events were sometimes a
another infraction. The scheme, devised in a dingy part of the celebration.
bar two blocks from the house, had as its object
Ernie’s Breath recalled the eventful day
Clancy’s rocking chair. The rocker, a most cher- of childhood when an uncle blew breath in his
ished possession, was situated in what would have face. All Toes commemorated another delicious
been the formal dining area in a normal house but moment of childhood, whena relative tickled his
in this one served as Clancy’s bedroom.
toes. The Hearts Festival recollected his learning
Late at night, while Clancy slept, the how to play the game of hearts.
thieves entered his room, carried the chair through
Korean Veterans day honored his best
the kitchen and up two flights of stairs, and hid friend who had been killed in combat. Rice added
it in the attic. Returning to their rooms, they slept an oriental flavor to the menu. A lecture on the
the sleep of the intemperate.
evils of communism, followed by a minute of siThe nex morning Clancy went off before lence and a salute to the American and Korean
the alarm clocks. He raced wildly through the flags, ended this remembrance.
house. ‘Call the police!” he shouted repeatedly.
The Apple Cores Festival was a unique
His screams resembled the cries of a wounded ritual. After the meal everyone adjourned to a bar
elephant. A mixture of profane Polish and English for one drink. Clancy brought a bag of apples.
spewed from his mouth. Finally, the chair was When the drinks were finished, the apples were
discovered. His anger subsided somewhat, and he eaten and the cores returned to the bag. The group
began an investigation. By a process of elimina- went back to the house, and each member was
tion he determined the guilty parties. He followed issued an apple core. Clancy would then run, and
a sound rebuke with a lengthy discourse on pri- the others would try to hit him with the cores. The
vate property, disrespect for authority, and dese- significance of the apple cores was never clear
cration of national shrines.
to me.
Tyrannical actions were typical of Clancy
The Fireflies Festival was held in the
when he was the butt of a joke, but gentleness was spring. It was a picnic-style feast that lasted all
equally a part of his nature. Many events of his past day. Nightfall signaled the beginning of serious
life were commemorated by special feast days competition for an unknown grand prize. Each
which he originated.
picnicker was givena jar and lid. Whoever caught
Snow White commanded an octave. All the most lightning bugs in a one-hour period reToes, Ernie’s Breath, The Apple Cores, Hearts Fes- ceived the award, which turned out to be one of
tival, Fireflies, and Korean Veterans Day were les- Clancy’s well-smoked pipes.
ser events, each lasting a single day.
Feast days were announced in town crier

Octaves were reserved for very special
events. Snow White enjoyed this honer. Her pic-

fashion. Clancy went to each room and informed
the occupants of the occasion. Rank-holding members of the house were invited to a dinner. Clancy
prepared and served the food to his guests. The
significance of the feast day was explained during

ture, enshrined with flowers, stood on the mantle
for eight days. She represented goodness and
beauty to Clancy.
| don’t know what Clancy represented
to me.

Night 35° N

The night was dark and clear and warm; it was June
but still there it was always warm. It was eleven o'clock
and the moon was due fo rise in last quarter in a few
minutes.

| Have Been to Greece

by Richard Creamer
The world is black and white. The day
Is bright; so | can tell, for all
Is bright or not at all. The breeze is tall
But gentle. Sea is black and sky is grey.
| stand on beaches very white. My pay
Is low, but then the work | do is small.

Ode to the Lid of

a Garbage Pail

by John O'Bryan

| run among low, rocky hills and fall
Into the sandy grey. And there | lie
And stare into the sky | know is bright.
| catch my breath but find my throat
Still dry. And so | leave the rocky hill
And walk down to the shore. | drink my fill
And soon ! leave for home.
| launch my boat
And row to color not so real tonight.

Discarded shield of Achilles—
That backyard Greek and his Myrmidons
In reckless sorties against a picket fence
And woodpile ramparts—thrown,
Its history wasted on the grass,
Pools the simple rain
And mirrors redbuds
On a canvas sky.

The little house was in darkness; everyone had retired
an hour before. It was a trim, one-story stucco in the
simple adobe style—adobe that was dark gray in the lack
of light. In front of the house were two lean locust trees
—
figures from a charcoal sketch—together determining a
parallel to the gray stucco facade. The yard was small and
well covered with a thick black lawn. Here and there were
bare gray spots in the black, where the cutworms had once
feasted but where grass had been carefully resown. At the
corners of the recessed porch, which made a deep shadow in the
face of the house, were two short evergreen bushes trimmed

like the helmets of the Scots Guard. A slim black cat lay
behind the helmet on the left.
All was very still—dark and quiet. Gradually the edge
of the mountain crest which faced the little house grew
brighter, brighter until a single silver scallop formed on the
crest. Suddenly the warm, flat black was foiled by the cool
silver of a fluorescent half half dollar. And in the moonlight the I.ttle house was a crumpled movie screen—a cold
nightmare of irregular angles and shapes.

Peter: Around Easter

The Virgin and the Dynamo

me

by Bro. Robert Hollis, S.M.

He may have talked to a paper boy
Or lolled in an empty pub (on the silent
side of town)
Where wax rubs thin the checkered floors.
Heart veined from the wearing
Tearing soulshrink:
A man loved dearly, and held so highly,
Pained to the four wispy winds.
Perhaps he tucked his tunic
In against some vacant breeze
Or pushed exploring fingers
Towards unkempt clouds in search,
somewhat.
He may have done almost anything
(Historians tell us that)
But loved pressed once need not expand
Becoming.
Again, he may have ruminated some

Or thumbed
A ride north by south
Or east by Genesereth.
He stayed around till Sunday
(So they say)
And at lightning's fast called dawn
Crashed home the thrush on a soar up
High.
| really can’t say
What Peter did that day.
But, in retrospect,
I'll try.
I'll try
Tendbuilding willding
Of a walk on cement skies of jagged
bulbs and chain freedom to the stars
No matter what historians say.

by Robert Stanley, S.M.

One huge and final point eagers its full ripeness,

While things,

On a Black Mass

7 by Richard Creamer
The night is warm and still. The sound of all

the frantic crickets finally has lulled.
On softest foot steps past his parents’ room
he creeps. And out the door. The woodshed where
the secrets lie in furry lumps asleep.
So quiet, all too young when snatched away
from Mollycat’s warm milk. Beside the wall,
still full, a pleasant kittens’ dinner: round
and grey and deep with liquid sleep. Not long
can sleep stave off the urge for mother-milk,
but sleep. So soft and warm and small
within his clumsy hands. Awake! But soon.

He dries his hands. To think so strong the will
to live, to starve, in one so small. He brings
a wet red scratch up to his lips and lays
upon a noisy, childlike kiss. Again into
the cool; again. He dries his hands now sore:

Spawned in a great and silent leap into the void,
Quietly course and surge out and away toward the
Ultimate,
Last
Omega.
(The silent swish of the planets and suns
cannot be heard in building itself to a
crash and crescendo that will overcrash itself.)
The real dynamo hurtles on
To some time and half a time
When a huge and dim sun
Fattens the sky above the edge of the horizon,
Its reflection blinking from
The now nearly globe-encircling waters,
And vocal chords have long evolved from use in men: talk
Is mind to mind, in silence,
: While with the muteness of the embryo they wait, sand underfoot
(Yes, sand, there will always be sand)
On the last shore of matrix earth.
It comes!
In a horn blast of light
More slicing than the young yellow sun’s was
Those eons ago,
Ending the dynamo’s black lightning flash through space.

a net of red across each back, too soft.
And now remain the blessed thoughts of lives,

The swift-long, unending, split-second hustle
Snaps stops.

now here—then bubbles; bubbles gone. And three

The point has been borne down upon,
Omega overtaken,
Born by her into final resurrection
There always, but somewhat as unheard
As the hurtling of the dynamo.

wet pelts, still soft, but now so safe. These hands
will long recall the mercy that they wrought.
—Now just a bubble separates these three
from death. To starve—too cruel. And now so safe.

For Sue Ann
Day After Tomorrow

On Opening Night

by Richard Creamer
The scene is broad and brown. At left there stand
a scraggly tree, a stone, a tumbleweed.
At right is broader nothingness. In back
are three green dunes, three silhouettes of what
are said to be three mountain crests against
a sand-veiled sky. The house is Middle of
the World. The lights are soft. A gentle breeze
picks up a dust devil. The stage is set.

Four Thirty-One
by Marilyn Musterman

a
oe

Oh, let me choose this night to walk with you.
The smooth sun-ember of an August noon
Glows at the edge of a hearth that is a few

NA
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by John O'Bryan

Brick-amber tiles of jig-sawed roofs. But soon
Fast melting sherbet clouds of peach and lime
Will streak the silver stacks of houses west
Of town. | know a church on top a climb
Through wild Virginia creeper. We could rest
And trade the ordinary things that share
In morning, evening, living, watch the heat
Breathe closer, forming neon blisters where
It stops to nuzzle dark shops at our feet.
The drums of summer sound are round and gold;

Nothing
But the dirge of a mourning dove

Heard in the solitude of an empty day:
An eulogy to an only sentinel
Who awaits the insouciant hour
Of night’s oncoming,
While the eager poet
Dabbles in the hotspring

Of tomorrow’s quandary.

J.F.K.: Man, Myth, Message
by Bro. David J. Hibler, S.M.

John Fitzgerald Kennedy was a man hated by
some, loved by more, but really unknown to most.

Because the external was pleasing and the internal
much too deep to comprehend, we flattered him
with our ignorance and elected him President of

the United States.
To speak of a man that few have known
is dangerous. Yet until the voices of the closest —
break the silence of their grief, there seems to
be no harm in chiming in our views of what he
was and what he did. Since we must speak, it is
best we speak at first as we were told, as we were
led to think and talk. If our picture be clouded
or dim, it is at least brighter than muted darkness.
Thus it is that they tell us he was tall,
though somewhat stocky. A man of pleasing features and a winning smile, he could talk with a
flare and a familiarity that was sure to win at
least respect, even if agreement and love were
sometimes slow in coming. But for all his outward
ease he was a driving and persistent person who,
should his end demand it, wore down men or

minds as easily as a new-bought pair of shoes.
There was little that could stop him when his gaze

was set in one direction. Pain, rejection, and hardship all tried in turn to distract it. He still got most

Andrew Buttram

of what he wanted, though he paid a price for
everything. His greatest payment brought the most
reward—or so we will say today, tomorrow, or a
hundred years from now. It really does not make
too much difference anymore.

The man was alive. Diplomat, leader and

What he was is gone forever. What he is,

inspiration, father and husband, or friend—he was
some or all, or more of these in life. The difference
comes in your point of view. He rollicked in the
yard with screaming youngsters or plotted bluff
and counter-bluff in our greatest national gamble
at home and abroad. Splashing in the Atlantic
spry certainly came much easier than the order to
move out a fleet and risk the plague of war, but he
seemed to like both. His disarming country-boy
smile was constant, though haggard at times.
He saw his features, heard his voice, but
for all of that he still remained but an image ona
two-foot screen, a voice on magnetic tape, a vague
and distant object of our screaming crowds and
popping flashbulbs. We never knew him. A year
ago we lost our final chance. The man is dead.
He is dead. Not passed away, or sleeping, or removed, but dead. It is time we stopped
our game of blind-man’s bluff and faced the fact.
Call the assassin insane. Say that the deed was
senseless. Wrack our conscience and weep as we
blame ourselves for the loss we feel. Our agonies
will not change the fact. There is nothing we can
do to change it, no way in which to fill the void
his passing life has left.

is out of our power. What we will make him in our
narrow, pampered world is up to us. He is dead.

There is nothing the world can do but what it
wants. And so we try.
Strange that we want to cover our loss
by burying ourselves in constant remembrances
of the very painful fact. That is how it was, and
is—each of us can well remember. Millions of
magazines, books and pamphlets, pictures, folios,
tapes and movies, and gimmicks have we to help
cover the gnawing loss by pretending that the
hurt was never there to start with. We imagine
that the man is still the same because we see his
fact or hear his voice’s cadence. We pride ourselves on having all that we could want of him, but
still we lack the man. The best we can do is make
a myth. They tell us we are succeeding.
The man-made myth is here to stay, at
least as long as such myths can stay. And after

that? Who knows.
Perhaps some forty years from now a
child will find the ragged, tousle-headed picture
in some dusty attic, perhaps uncover pins and
leaflets, and maybe even see the grim and yellowed journals with their bold black print that
marked out the days of pain. And he might look

upon the smiling face, the black-veiled madonna,
or even the little boy saluting and wonder.
Perhaps young interest will go further,
dragging down the fading remnant to the rooms
below and asking, ‘Grandma, what made these
people sad?” The golden-rimmed eyes of Grandma

might look up, quick cloud upon the dusty sight,
and see the dimming vision of a younger time when
dishes piled for days on days and work went by
as people stared in disbelief, and cried, and
prayed, and mourned in shocked stupefaction.
But then she will take the child upon her knee,
brush back her hair and tears, and tell the waiting
youngster what seems to be another fairy tale or
at best a well-wrought story.

Perhaps all this will happen. Indeed, perhaps the myth will live. It is not for us to say. Not
yet.
Yet, are growing myths and hollow forms
all this man bequeathed to those he crushed in
leaving? Let us not think so. At least, let us hope
and pray that it will not be so.
Oh, we know the record of his death
glows for some, is blank for others. Yet, the gauge
of time will dim emotion’s glare, fill in the vacant
forms, and show us more and more of what he
really left behind. It has been a year, only one
year. Already we can see the pattern forming.
For some the crowning moment of his
efforts was the signing of an act to check man’s
latest death-achievement. He tried to put the genie
in the bottle. A treaty signed to limit detonations
was the result: a farce, as some have seen it; a

stunning stroke of genius, in the minds of others.
The truth of time will demonstrate that this has
been, at best, a slow and shaky step toward peace;
at worst, a frantic, hopeless dike too weak to turn
the tides of fate. Were this act the source of all
his greatness, we should soon forget his name.
At home he braved disgrace, displeasure,
and disdain to make secure the rights of all who
bore the title ‘“‘man.”’ He took a chance in putting
up before the House and Senate what would be
our strongest bill on Civil Rights. He battled
fiercely, seemed to lose, then died—some say a
martyr to this very cause. Those who followed
turned the bill to fact. Yet, its passage into law
but solves the basest of our problems. The telling

work of Civil Rights remains to be effected. He
no longer lives to do the job.

The same holds true for other works and
policies at home and far abroad. To judge from
eastern war, a Berlin crisis, a labor strike or farmers’ discontent, we would have to say that while
his vision pierced ahead, his works of hand were
slow to follow. Whether east or west or south,
regimes still topple one by one. A weeping city
nurses, even now, a concrete scar. The price of
steel is still the same; but autos just went up and
steel is sure to follow. Our silos, as in years gone
past, still bulge as fields lie fallow and ships sail
south to bury grain beneath antarctic ice or the
empty bosom of the sea. Were we to judge by
what he did, we would say he failed.
The measure of this man will not be told
in terms of buildings, acts or deeds. If it be told at
all, it shall be in terms of works unseen by eyes,
unfelt by hands.

To those encased in decades of defiance

vision is too narrow a term to contain the total
wealth of all his insight. There was foresight, yes,
and prudence, too; but these were not of common
strengths, but one with a mind of well-honed steel
and a will of pounded bronze, that could bend or
stiffen. But most of all possessed of moral sense
and conscience, he brought into the public light
an attitude of courage, right, and justice that disarmed at first, then won full-fledged adherence.
To men harassed by fifteen years of
“peace’”’ that turned to fear at siren’s squeal, he
brought new strength and promise of new hope.
Not compromised ideals but steadfast living was
his answer to the alternatives of near despair and
better red than dead: not snivetled, whining pleas
for fallout shelters and the right to shoot one’s
neighbor, but love and selfless service to the men

of the rights of man he held extended arms. His
strength met those who claimed the right to sling
the mud of degradation and contempt in the name
of law. His consolation buoyed up those pushed
down so long that we wondered how they ever
would or could aspire to rise again. And in those
untouched by either bleak extreme, in those encased within a damning shell of apathetic bliss he
moved stilled conscience to rise up in just disdain
and righteous anger. He helped to move a nation’s
mind and will. He partly turned a nation’s heart in
love for all.
No single act or deed of his will win him
fame for decades yet to come. It is the spirit he
kindled that should prove his telling gift.
Books will narrate, years from now, that at
a time when men, both great and small, had lost
their sense of faith and will to hope, a man arose
to lead them from the valley of despair. Through
his courage, strength, and dedication in love for all
mankind, he spent himself that all might gain the
lasting conquest—not of party but of man. Though
the myth of the man be crumpled, even though
his works be far surpassed by newer, sweeping
measures, men will recognize his message for the
greatness that it was and is.
We too shall play a part in their decision,
for they may chide us for our blindness in the light
he shed. May they never blame us for poor vision
in the passing of his light. Let it rather be said of us
that though we misunderstood his life and misinterpreted his death, we buried him with the trappings of a hero and followed in his footsteps to
explore in fact a dream he called our New Frontier.
John Fitzgerald Kennedy could ask for nothing

who would not rise without our aid and care. To

better.

Some call it vision, this gift of his. Yet

youth, whether young or old, he showed once more
the meaning to be found in sacrifice of comfort
for the sake of others. He taught a nation how to
sing and work and laugh and pray and die—despite
the Damoclean sword.

The Death of a President:

A Minority View
by Stephen Lapin

The one thing that saved me when President Kennedy was slain was an undying anger, a greed of
anger, a purity of anger, an orgiastic anger that
purged by spirit. It was a hatred of hypocrisy, a
hatred of wrong, a hatred of all the goodness that
is sour and wriggling at its heart. | cried out with
disgust and impotence when the President was
murdered. | saw wrong in the people spilling into
the chapel and the tears flowing.
The people were praying for Christ and
ignoring Judas. In an ecstasy for Christ they prayed
for the saved and turned against the needful. |
watched on television the selfish gluttony of adulation, and | shook with rage and despair at the
empty deaths of others. The man had lived, and
they pitied him. They bathed his dead body in
wastes of tears as others thirst-crazed died forsaken.

| felt the fury of those who would assail
me with obscenities and no understanding because | could not contribute. | only wanted the
goodness to be shared, to be found, to be understood, to be given. He was a man of means and
beauty, but he was a man. Oh God, how can the

deluge of prayers for him ignore so many others!

Linda Kidwell

All of them believing so much in goodness, and not knowing how difficult, how complex
real goodness and understanding is. The ignorance of man is monumental. Do they believe in
their value as vehemently and passionately as |
do? Not as a specific present value, but somewhere to go, something | must do. A godly power.
Do they walk in need for long miles dulling excitement until another time? | am more than

most men, my hopes demand. And yet, my humanity wrenches me to a whispered ‘‘why?’’ How
can we mention equality in the same breath with
man? We are not equal—this is the fact that holds
me back, makes me grope for fingers burning,
twisting, beyond my grasp. They do not even know
the illogical life that holds and often winks them
out in sudden death or in slow, wretched, shrieking
violence as | and others live on. A life that does
not reward. The savage tantrums of expression to
catch the change that must flicker in all of us.
The unreasonable need.
They thought they could understand someone
they had never met. They thought they knew him.
It was easy to appreciate him; he was all good.
There were none of the difficulties and disillusionment of immediacy. Our heroes seldom get caught
in their crudities. The brilliant Charles Von Doren
did, and love of an image turned to disgust. Perfection is not of this world, but absolutes are.
The further toward the extreme of perfection we go, the further away from actual man
we get. To worship man’s perfection is to get further away from communication with man as man,
is Our hope, our possibility.
Christ did not come as this man came.
Christ does not come with faith and belief, with
tears and beauty; with soft hair, gleaming teeth,
and sparkling eyes; with money, position, privilege,
and grace. He comes perhaps with fuzzy hair
and uncared-for teeth, and eyes in a strange way
detached. Knowing death.
Christ in important ways is Oswald: more

the unknown, the different, and not understood.
Christ will come as a dirty atheist, or a commie,
or a nigger. And he will be stomped by Christians.
| saw a man of glory glorified. Tears fell
from sightless eyes. Pity ran in shameless unanimity. Were all men better for having loved him?
| cannot think so. It was too easy, too certain.

